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CONFESSIONS OF A LOST DOG. 



Yes, kind Ladies and Gentlemen, I am, as you 
see, a poor Lost Dog. I was found in the 
streets well-nigh dead of hunger and terror, 
and I was sent here by a good lady ; and very 
thankful I am to have food and shelter and to 
be safe from those cruel boys. If I could only 
see my dear old mistress again I should be 
quite happy; but I wait and wait, and look 
out for her between these bars all day long, 
and she never comes. I am afraid I shall 
never . see her again. 
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Do you ask what Is my story ? It is not 
anything wonderful. Nearly every dog here 
could tell you a more adventurous one ; but 
as you ask me, Til tell you all I can recollect 
about myself, and how I have come to be a 
Lost Dog at last. 

When I was a puppy we lived in a pretty 
town, a great way off, on the shore of a beautiful 
lake. I have not much knowledge of geography, 
but I have heard my mistress say that the name 
of the town was Lausanne, in Switzerland. Our 
family must have migrated there at some time 
of other, for we were certainly high-born, — or, as 
Germans say, High and Well-born folk ; Pome- 
ranians by lineage. ' Some people called us 
Spitz-dogs, because our noses are so beautifully 
pointed, and sharp as needles ; but for my own 
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part I consider that, for a lady, the title " Pome- 
ranian" is more becoming. My mother was a 
dear, kind, soft creature; and I had several 
brothers and sisters, and when we took our 
walks in the streets in the warm summer 
evenings we were as merry a little party as 
ever you saw. 

One day we were running after our mother, 
and she was trotting quietly behind her master, 
who kept a stable close by. I was barking and 
rushing about in the silly way young creatures 
do, without any earthly reason, when a gentle- 
man passing by looked at me and laughed, and 
said something in a language I did not then 
understand, but I now believe it was, *' What a 
jolly little puppy!" Then he took me up in 
his arms, and spol^e to our master, and carried 
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me into an hotel close by, and up to a , room 
where a lady was sitting, writing, at a table. 

"What do you think I have got here?" 
said he, and he popped me down right in her 
lap. I was not at all frightened, — I was too 
young and inexperienced, and the gentleman 
and lady both touched me very gently. So I 
jumped up and kissed the lady, in our way 
(which of course you know is by licking the tip 
of her nose), and made myself as agreeable as I 
could. The lady kissed me, in her way, and 
tickled me, and said I was " a dear little thing," 
and she should like to have me very much — 
and called me a little " Chinchilla muff," which 
I suppose was very much what I resembled at 
that time. So the gentleman went downstairs 
again and had a talk with my master, and after 
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some discussion I saw him take out a gold 
napoleon and give it to him, and then my 
brother and I were delivered over to the gentle- 
man, and he took us away. 

Our poor dear mother looked very wistfully 
at us, and tried to jump up and take us out of 
the gentleman's arms ; but our master called her 
off peremptorily, and she went away with her 
two remaining puppies very dolefully, and the 
last I saw of her was her tail, drooping mourn- 
fully on the ground, which, you know, for us 
Pomeranians, is a sign of the greatest possible 
misery. Few dogs, I am happy to say, hold 
their tails up as consistently as we, all through 
our lives. 

My brother and I were soon put to bed for 
the night in a basket, after a nice supper of 
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bread arid milk. We cuddled up to each other 
and made the best of it, and next day, I am 
sorry to say, forgot all about our dear parent 
and the little brothers we had lost. What 
became of them I never knew. Perhaps they 
have advanced in life, like myself. My mother 
indeed must certainly be descending into the 
vale of years. 

Leo and Muffv^tx^ the names our new master 
gave us temporarily, and very soon he packed 
us up in a small hamper and carried us, as it 
seemed, to the uttermost ends of the earth. All 
day long for several days we were shut up in 
darkness, while something rattled, and shook, 
and rolled, till our little heads were fairly 
addled. We had always a few moist crusts to 
entertain ourselves with in the hamper, and our 
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master took us out very kindly, and gave us 
water, whenever the train stopped long enough — 
but still the remembrance of that journey is 
terrible. Leo got cross, and bit me at last. I 
am afraid I had bitten him just a few times 
previously. 

At last our journey was over, after a dreadful 
passage on a ship, where Lieo and I were both 
sea-sick, and whined and howled incessantly for 
comfort, or for the ship to be stopped to relieve 
us. Other people were sick, however, as well as 
we, and nobody paid us the slightest attention 
till we landed and were brought to a place that 

was truly a Paradise of Dogs. It was a great 
big country house, as I have since heard my 
mistress say, but to me it only appeared the 
most delicious place in the 'whole world. 
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I cannot say I know very well what the 
drawing-rooms were like, for we were not 
usually invited upstairs, except one day, when 
the footman came and took me up on a large 
silver salver (which was very cold and uncom- 
fortable, I recollect), and all the ladies and 
gentlemen patted and stroked me, and called me 
pretty names. But, as I said, I did not see 
much of that part of our house ; the salver was 
so slippery I could only hold on with my four 
feet, and not look about me. Some of the 
company too were rude enough to laugh at me, 
which is a thing no well-bred dog can endure, 
even when a puppy. 

Downstairs, however, there were halls and 
passages, and servants' dining-rooms, and a 
splendid kitchen, with the most delicious tin 



CONFESSIONS OF A LOST DOG. 1 3 

plate- warmer that ever was known; and, best 
of all, a housekeeper^s-room, where I soon 
established myself, as a more aristocratic resort 
than the kitchen for a dog of refined feelings. 
Leo was not so delicate, and indeed was oftener 
in the scullery grubbing among the bones than 
anywhere else. I did not object to bones 
myself, but could not condescend to put myself 
in subjection to the kitchen-maid, who used 
to catch Leo by his neck and fling him out of 
the place. The housekeeper, on ^ the other 
hand, with whom I preferred to associate, was 
a very fine lady indeed, who wore a black silk 
dress, whereon it was a pleasure to lie, and 
who seemed continually having tea and but- 
tered toast — of which I was invited to partake 
so frequently that I grew exceedingly fat ; and 



1,4 CONFESSIONS OF A LOST DOG. 

indeed my figure from that time developed 
into a very full one. Perhaps elegance was 
somewhat sacrificed to a digijified appearance. 
My back has been frequently observed to be 
remarkably broad, Still, with my thoroughly 
aristocratic nose and ears, my beautifully whit^ 
breast and white feet, my slender legs (fea- 
thered like those of a bantam), my rich grey 
coat, as soft as fur, and my really splendid tail 
(I wish to write modestly), I was unquestion- 
ably a beautiful dog. My eyes, I may mention, 
were especially admired, and thought to prove 
my foreign origin. 

I must not detain you too long, ladies and 
gientlemen, by the history of my happy life at 
that period. Suffice it to say, there was a great 
stabl^-yiard, with at least two dozen dogs quar- 
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tered in various kennels and barrels about it ^ 
exquisite stables, full of clean straw, where We 
puppies could play on wet days; and a per-- 
fectly boundless grass domain, whereon we were 
sometimes led, as we grew older, by our master 
or one of the grooms. 

After some months I. went through the usual 
infantine disease of distemper, and recovered 
satisfactorily. Leo, however, was less fortunate^^ 
and from that day his tail was never worth 
speaking of, in point of hair. 

I was fond of Leo, and rather fond of my 
master and of the kind housekeeper — that is, 
I was glad when I saw them, for I always 
expected something nice from them ; but my. 
affections at that time were wholly undeveloped.. 
The time comes to every dog when it ceases: 
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to care for people merely for biscuits or bones, 
or even for caresses and walks out of doors. 
When a dog really loves, it prefers the person 
who gives it nothing, and perhaps is too ill ever 
to take it out for exercise, to all the liberal cooks 
and active dog-boys in the world. That day 
was coming for me very soon ! 

When the gentleman who had bought me, 
and who I have called my master, found that 
I had recovered from the distemper and had 
learned in the housekeeper's room the elements 
of refined behaviour, he took me away, one 
day, and carried me again on board a ship. I 
was shocked and indignant to find a collar 
put on my neck, and a common iron chain 
attached to it, and then to be left fastened up 
in the dark, in a horrid comer of the ship, with 
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only a bowl of bread and water for support and 
consolation. Of course, I howled and barked 
as loud as ever I could, but the sailors only- 
laughed at me ; so at last disgusted, sick, mise- 
rable, and ashamed of my humiliating position, 
I lay still, for I can't tell how many wretched 
hours. My first recollection afterwards was 
hearing a lady asking the mate, ** Had he a dog 
on board ? " The man loosened my ignominious 
chain, and gave the end of it to the lady. 

"What, my doggie, is that you?*' she said. 
"How big you've got, and hov pretty you 
are!" 

It was the same lady I had kissed at Lau- 
sanne as a baby ! I could swear it was. I 
was a little dazed and confused, and hardly 
responded politely to her pattings ; but she led 

B 
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me very gently and carefully out of the ship ; 
and oh ! how glad I was to be on land again 
and in ladies' society ! Being a lady myself, I 
naturally prefer it much to that of rough, un- 
educated persons. 

By and by we arrived at the lady's house, 
and I began to understand she was my mistress: 
she set before me some very refreshing water, 
and bones, and appointed for me a bed on the 
rug in the comer opposite the coal-scuttle, and 
altogether made me feel at home at once. My 
dear old mistress ! I did not think then how 
you were to be the object of my whole life's 
affections. 

My time with my mistress was pleasantly 
and profitably employed. I walked with her 
everywhere, adding much, I am sure, to the 
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cheerfulness of her promenades. At night I 
slept at her door, ready to defend her to the 
death against robbers, had any such appeared. 
My mistress soon grew very fond of me. 
I could discern clearly, even at that early age, 
the essential difference between people who 
are kind to dogs and people who really love 
them. My mistress loved me ; I was quite 
sure of it, and I should have been an un- 
grateful dog indeed had I not returned her 
affection. Besides, I must say, my mistress 
was a natural friend of dogs, fond of brisk 
walking, and even of a good romp and 
tickle on the rug on a wet day ; liberal with 
respect to provisions, and accustomed to 
govern rather through sympathy than stem 
authority. I hate to hear the harsh command 
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to go here or there, issued to a poor loving 
beast who only seeks with his best intelligence 
to know what he can do to please his mas- 
ter. It reminds a dog of blows and beatings 
which such voices generally accompany, and 
it cows his free spirit, and makes his affec- 
tion slavish. That a master or mistress should 
rule, every dog is satisfied. He or she reigns 
over us by Right Human, which is a sort 
of right divine : but the sceptre should never 
be a leathern whip. My mistress has had 
two or three times, I grieve to say, to scold 
and punish me in my life, and then it has 
been a very solemn business for us both ; 
but she never mortified me by speaking to 
me harshly. 

There was, however, a lady who lived in 
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the house with us, who was different from my 
mistress. She was kind to everything living, 
but she did not love dogs. I came to feel 
I could not ingratiate myself with her at all, 
so I kept out of her way ; for her grave looks 
of disapproval when I had done nothing wrong 
put me constantly into a state which, in a 
lady, would be called blushing. One night I 
was tired, and was lying in my mistress's room 
before the fire. I had a trick of stretching 
myself on my back, (which I before remarked 
was very broad,) and lying down like a fat 
baby, stretching my limbs. The lady I spoke 
of came into the room while I was lying thus, 
and looked at me solemnly for a few minutes, 
till I was quite out of countenance. At last 
she spoke aloud the result of her reflections 
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in these extraordinary words, ** You are a self- 
indulgent dog I '* 

I was horribly frightened, and rolled over 
at once, and crept under my mistress's chair, 
who went into a fit of laughing, and said, " My 
dear friend, did you ever hear of a self-deny- 
ing dog ? " What it all meant I didn't know. 
I only knew I would give up my last bone 
to my mistress, or die to protect her, if she 
wanted it ; but why I should lie in a cold 
corner instead of on the rug, or sit up on my 
hind legs when I could toast myself so com- 
fortably on my back, I am sure I didn't un- 
derstand. 

The result of this good lady's hard looks 
at me came to pass one day very sadly. My 
mistress took me out with her and brought 
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me to the house of some friends of hers, and, 
I could clearly see, offered me to them as a 
present. I was bursting with indignation till 
I saw how sorrowful she looked, and felt her 
kissing me when she went away. The ladies 
were very kind, and offiered me cake and 
sugar. But what are cakes to a dog whose 
mistress deserts her ? I could not bear it, 
and didn't see why I should, so I sprang at 
the great window down to the ground, and 
then barked at the door, and tried the window 
again, and showed altogether I was not to be 
treated like a bale of goods, and given and 
taken as if my feelings counted for nothing! 
I knew in my heart my mistress loved me, 
and I didn't believe she wanted to part with 
me at all. 
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The ladies to whom she had given me tried 
to pacify me a long time, but I grew more 
and more furious, till at last one of them put 
on her bonnet, and called to me to follow 
her. I went out, determined to see where she 
was going ; and to my great joy I found she 
turned up the street towards the ^ house where 
my real mistress lived. So I ran on before 
her, barking for joy ; and by the time she had 
reached the door I had barked and barked 
till it was opened, and I ^ rushed up straight 
into my mistress's room. When I burst in 
she was sitting with her head in her hand- 
kerchief on the table, and when she saw me 
she jumped up with a cry of delight, and we 
rushed into each other s arms. " Oh, my dog- 
gie," she said, " are you come back to your 
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poor old mistress ? Would you rather live with 
her than in that nice big house where you 
would be so much better off? Then I will 
never send you away again — never — never — 
never ! " 

Was I not happy ! And did I not jump, 
and lick away all her tears, and bark, and 
jump, and fuss till I was quite thirsty, and 
had to go and drink water out of my finger- 
glass in the corner ! 

Not long afterwards my mistress took me 
off with her on a journey. This time when 
we came on board ship I was not chained in 
the hold, but allowed to lie at my mistress's 
feet in her berth. A fierce-looking man came 
and spied me out, and said solemnly, to my 
mistress : — 
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" Ma am, ^Aa^'s not allowed." 

" That ? " said my mistress — " Don't you see 
^Aa^ is a hot-water bottle I have got to keep 
my feet warm ? " My eyes were twinkling at 
the man as she spoke, and he could not help 
laughing, and went away. 

Imagine my happiness when V found it was 
to the very Paradise of Dogs (which it seems 
was her own old home), that my mistress 
was bringing me ! I could not contain myself 
for joy when I scampered into the house- 
keepers-room and found tea and buttered 
toast going on as usual, and all the servants 
as kind as ever, and the stable and lawn and 
everything just as I had left it. Leo was 
gone, however, and it was long ere I heard 
what had become of him. It seems the gentle- 
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man who bought us in Lausanne, and who 
was my mistress's brother, took him for his 
own pet; but Leo was jealous of other pets, 
and actually ran away, and adopted another 
master who kept stables and permitted vulgar 
ways, and Leo, I am sorry to say, fell into 
bad company and went to the dogs (that is, to 
curs and inferior orders of dogs) altogether, 
till his coat grew staring, and his tail draggled, 
and his whole appearance so disreputable that 
I was almost ashamed when he claimed my 
acquaintance in the street. Nevertheless, I 
was glad to see him again, and we had a 
pleasant little rubbing of noses. 

One day, soon after we arrived at the Para- 
dise, my mistress mounted a horse and called 
me to follow her. It was too delicious to 
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scamper over the grass of the park while my 
mistress cantered on, and I pursued larks and 
butterflies at pleasure. After a mile or two 
we came to the sea shore, and my mistress 
dismounted and tied up her horse at a farm- 
house, and carried a little a bag which had hung 
at her saddle into a cave. Of course I followed 
her, and was greatly discomposed to find she 
was undressing herself and putting on some 
curious clothes she had brought in the bag. 
But what was my horror when, barefooted and 
laughing, she ran down the sand and dashed 
into the sea ! How anybody could go into 
that terrible water, boiling and roaring and 
dashing on the shore I could not imagine. I 
have always hated (as all we Pomeranians do) 
wetting my thick coat with. any water at all. 
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A pond into which I once was thrown in 
summer, nearly gave me fits of terror. But 
what was any pond or river to this awful, 
stormy, roaring sea! My mistress waded in, 
calling me to follow her, as if it were the most 
natural thing in the world ! Follow her, indeed ! 
I was out of my senses with amazement and 
horror. By and by she gave up calling me, 
and waded out further and further, till at last 
she began to swim. It was too dreadful ! I 
barked to her to come back ; but she took 
no notice, and swam away further and. further, 
till I could only see her head bobbing up and 
down far away, and often the big waves came 
and hid it from me altogether. What could 
I do ? I went of course to the furthest 
edge of the rock, and there I howled in 
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misery, and ran up and down barking and 
yelling. 

After a time I think my mistress heard me, 
for she turned round, called me by my name, 
" Hajjin, Hajjin (that was the name she gave 
me, I believe it means Pilgrim)^ Hajjin, come 
and save me ! " I answered her, of course, with 
a " Wough " of readiness, and leaped off the 
rock and into the sea among the waves without 
thinking more about it. It was hard work, 
however, to swim in such stormy water ; but I 
held on, thinking somehow I might help my 
dear mistress ; though as she was a big woman, 
and I a little dog, I am afraid, on reflection, I 
should not have been of much use. At last I 
reached her, nearly spent, and with my heart 
beating wildly with terror and anxiety. How I 
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was rewarded when she caught me in her arms, 
out there in the sea, and said I was the dearest 
dog in the world ! We swam in to shore 
together afterwards, and my mistress praised 
and caressed me, while I shook my coat like a 
trundled mop. But, I must confess, a suspicion 
came over me that she was not in any danger 
at all, and only called me to try my affection. 
Anyway, I declined positively to join her in 
any more bathing-parties. 

I must now pass over several happy years 
of my life. My mistress and I lived by our- 
selves after we left the Paradise of Dogs, and 
a very agreeable life we had. My mistress 
used to write a great deal, and I helped her 
essentially in her compositions ; for I lay quite 
still beside her, and never scratched or made 
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any noise till it was time for luncheon or 
dinner, and then I got up and sat quiedy by 
her side ; and if she still failed to notice me 
at last I put my chin on her knee. She often 
said I was the best dog in the world for her, 
and that a restless terrier would have driven 
her distracted. Sometimes our walks were over 
pretty fields, but oftenest tiiey led us into a 
curious place, where many poor people lay 
sick in bed. I could not resist smelling round 
the beds for bits of cheese, or meat, or crust 
which somehow were always stowed away by 
the poor souls, whereupon my mistress used 
to say she would never bring me there again ; 
but the paupers always begged so hard for me, 

I was forgiven. 
At last my mistress grew ill ; and one sad 
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day I saw trunks and bags about; and then 
I suspected evil, as every wise dog does when 
boxes are brought out and packed. A carriage 
came to the door, and the boxes were put on 
it; and I had some faint hope I was going to 
be taken too ; but when my mistress kissed 
me and patted me sadly, I knew there was 
no hope, and sat down in a corner well-nigh 
heart-broken. My mistress looked out the last 
thing at me, and said to the person in whose 
charge I was left, " You will be kind to Hajjin, 
won't you ? " — And then she was driven iaway, 
and I saw her no more for many a day. 

Nobody but a dog knows the sorrows of 
dogs. To see those in whom our whole 
hearts are wrapped up, in sickness or trou- 
ble, and not to be able, with all our listening 
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and watching, to make out what is the matter 
— or to see them go away and not have an 
idea when they will come back, or if they will 
ever come back at all — oh, it is very terrible ! 
Human beings, who can understand what doctors 
say, and know all about countries and times, 
are happier than we ; except in case of death, 
and then they seem just as helpless as we are. 
They hope to see those they love again — but 
where they are gone, or how long may be 
the years ere they are united once more, they 
can form no guess, nor can any one tell them. 
The poor dumb dog, and the wisest man, are 
just alike. We seek those we love and find 
them not ; and in the places where we once 
found them, we find them no more. 

My mistress went away, and I have since 



CONFESSIONS OF A LOST DOG. 3^ 

known she went to spend six months in 
Rome ; but she might have been lost for ever 
for all I could telL 

I knew a dog once, an Irish terrier, who 
lived very near the Paradise of Dogs, and his 
mistress went away and remained absent for 
several months; till at last, one day, an awful 
black thing, like a great box, was brought 
and put into the middle of her library. Then 
poor Snap knew somehow that his mistress 
was dead, and that she was in that black 
box, and he jumped up at it, and yelled and 
screamed so wildly, that it was necessary to 
shut him out of the room ; and two days 
after he was in such a state that a servant 
who loved him dearly had to take a gun 
and shoot him. So poor Snap was buried 
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the same day as the mistress he loved, 
though they would not bury him at her feet, 
where he ought to have lain. Perhaps Snap 
managed to follow his mistress somehow. 
After all, she would, I think, have missed him 
a little in the very happiest place she could 
go. Surely it would not make people less 
enjoy any good place that it should be full 
of loving and happy animals ! I should think 
it would be dull (I am sure my mistress would 
find it so) in a garden of Eden without birds 
or beasts. 

But all this is rather above me, though we 
dogs do think a great deal more of serious 
things than most persons suppose. When 
we lie before the fire, looking up at our 
master s face, we often make very curious re- 
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flections ; but then, unluckily, having only paws 
instead of hands, we can never write them down. 
My time was very dull when my mistress 
was in Italy, though my landlady was very kind, 
and often took me nice walks and gave me 
more food than I could eat — ^which was saying 
a good deal ; for I am thankful to say my sorrows 
have never seriously impaired my appetite. 
Owing to the vacancy in my affections during 
my mistress's absence, I felt inclined to regard 
favourably the attentions of a very handsome 
Retriever who lived next ddor. He was a fine, 
well-bred animal, and always devoted to me. 
As soon as his chain was loosened of a morning 
he used to jump the rails which divided our 
gardens and pay me a visit. The connexion 
was a suitable one in every respect — a mariage 
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de convenanccy in fact, and I was persuaded to 
make a match of it. 

Our union was blessed with two puppies. 
They were not pretty ; and though I tried to lick 
them into shape, and performed all motherly 
duties towards them in an exemplary manner, 
they continued to be poor little creatures, no 
credit to Carlo or to me. One day, returning, 
after a brief grubbing in the garden, to the box 
which contained my nursery, I found I was 
bereft of both my offspring. They had been 
carried away, and I saw them no more. I suf- 
fered for some days the pangs of outraged 
maternity, and then turned my attention to 
other things. 

At last, one summer evening, I was lying in 
a nice draught by the kitchen door (I had no 
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drawing-room at my disposal at the time), when 
I heard wheels outside and our hall door 
opening. People were always coming and going, 
so I took no particular notice, till suddenly my 
heart gave a leap ! I heard my mistress saying, 
in quite a low voice, " And how is Hajjin ? " 
I can never tell how I tumbled up stairs and 
sprang at her nose twenty times, and barked 
myself into delirium. My mistress seemed as 
glad to see me as I was to see her — a truly 
delightful meeting! When she went into our 
bedroom and began to unpack her trunks I 
thought it was my duty to introduce my husband 
to her ; so I went out and found Carlo, and told 
him my mistress was arrived and he must come 
and pay his respects. Carlo was shy about it, for 
he was a big dog, and had never been admitted 
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to bedrooms, but he followed me into my 
mistress's room— and when she saw him fol- 
lowing me and wagging his tail respectfully, 
welcoming her home, she understood all about 
it, and patted him on the head, and laughed 
heartily at me for my idea of bringing him to 
present to her. Of course, now she had come 
home, I had no time for Carlo or my landlady or 
anybody, but kept my eye on my mistress 
night and day, lest she might slip off again to 
Italy at any moment. It is a terribly anxious 
thing for a dog to have a mistress who travels. 

After a time of great felicity and domestic 
comfort, my poor mistress hurt herself one day 
(I was not present, or perhaps I could have pre- 
vented the accident), and became absolutely a 
cripple ; she went about on crutches, or in a 
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wheel chair. What I felt at the sad sight I 
cannot say. I tore open the apron of the wheel 
chair, one day, and implored her to come out 
and run with me on the grass ; but it was of no 
use. She shook her head mournfully, and said, 

" Ah, poor Hajjin ! It is bad for you as well 
as for me. No more walks for us together 
ever again." 

Some weeks afterwards she went away again 
for a long, long time. I was sent to the house of 
some kind friends of hers, who were very good 
to me, and made me very fat ; but still they 
were not like my mistress. At last, after a 
period which seemed a lifetime, I was taken a 
long journey by a strange gentleman away even 
from my new friends. My heart was well-nigh 
broken with all these bereavements ; and though 
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this gentleman, like all the rest, was kind, I 
could not recover my spirits, nor look at the 
plateful of meat and potatoes he courteously set 
before me at our hotel. I shrunk away from 
him, and delivered myself to despair under a 
sideboard. 

Next day we travelled again, and, at night- 
fall, reached a strange house in the country. 
Stiff, and sore, and miserable, I got out of the 
carriage and stood bewildered in the darkness. 
Suddenly a voice, the dearest to me in the world, 
cried, ** Hajjin, Hajjin ! " I could not believe my 
senses, but rushed in the direction of the sound. 
There was a pony carriage waiting for me; — and 
my dear, dear old mistress driving it. I could 
not see her, but of course I knew her at once by 
the perfume of toilet vinegar (which at other 



CONFESSIONS OF A LOST DOG. 43 

times I confess I hated), and by her soft lap, 
into which I clambered at once. I could not 
bark, or even whine — my heart was too full. I 
licked her nose in silent ecstasy. 

To make a long story short, my mistress and 
I came two years ago to live in London. I 
should not say London was a nice place for 
dogs. The country is decidedly better. Still 
there is a good deal of agreeable society to be 
had in our Square of an evening when the dogs 
of the different houses come out for refresh- 
ment ; and our house has a charming garden, 
where I used to play and roll on the grass 
with a friend by the hour together. My mis- 
tress had her friend, a lady with whom she 
lived, and of whom I was a little jealous — a 
person very devoted to dogs, but with sterner 
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views of disdpline than I quite approved. She 
and my mistress together had a practice I 
found very trying at the time, but for which 
I can now bless them — ^the habit of bringing 
home lost dogs out of the street, feeding and 
cleansing them, and then, after a few days, 
finding for them homes with dog-loving people. 
It was an affront to me and Nip (a well-bom 
lady, the dog of my mistress's friend) to find 
wretched curs out of the gutter, miserable, de- 
moralized animals, brought in as soon as they 
were washed, to the very sanctuary of the 
dining-room, and allowed to jump beside us as 
candidates for refreshments. The cat we could 
bear ; he was a fine creature, fond of lying up 
against me on cold evenings on the rug, but 
parvenu dogs taken from the street I despised. 
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Alas t my uncharitable sentiments met their 
punishment I approach the great grief of 
my life — the event which has made me a 
Lost Dog I 

One day, about three weeks ago, my mis- 
tress and I were walking in a rather crowded 
street. I kept, as usual, close to her feet, till, 
just as we came to a crossing, I met a dog 
of very interesting appearance, with whom I 
stopped for a moment's conversation. By the 
time we had done, my mistress had crossed 
the street, and I was looking to see where 
she was, when a big hulking bricklayer with 
a pipe in his mouth gave me a cruel kick m 
the side, and burst out laughing afterwards, 
as if it were a clever thing for a man to hurt 
a harmless dog! I shrieked with pain, and 
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got SO terrified that I ran the wrong way. For 
a moment I thought I heard my mistress's voice 
calling to me in alarm and trouble, and I 
rushed back to where I had seen her. But by 
the time I got there she was gone, probably 
looking for me, and a huge omnibus came 
and stopped my sight, and then the cabs 
nearly ran over me, and a butcher s boy kicked 
me, and then I lost my head altogether, and 
ran as hard as I could straight before me 
without thinking. As I ran I heard people 
say, " That dog is mad !" and somebody threw 
a sharp stone, which bruised and cut my hind 
foot so that I could not use it any more. At 
last I ran into an archway, and lay there 
panting and terrified beyond description. 
When I could collect my thoughts I began 
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to reflect how I could get home; and then 
for the first time it struck me that I did not 
in the least know the part of the town where 
I was, and had not any idea which direction 
I should take. It was very dreadful. My 
foot hurt me horribly. I was so tired I could 
hardly crawl ; and then, I had lost my dear 
mistress! She might never find me, and I 
should never see her again. If dogs shed 
tears, I should have cried bitterly. At last 
somebody passed into the archway, and I was 
afraid of being caught, and so got up and 
limped away. Somehow I felt afraid of every- 
body now I had no mistress to protect me. 
I used to think it was I who protected her, 
but I suppose it was she who really took care 
of us both. 
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As I went down the street a very ill-looking 
man saw me and made an effort to catch 
me. I escaped his hand, and then he called 
out to his companion the other side of the 
street, " I say, Tom, look 'ye here ! Here's 
a fat 'un, and no mistake! Some lady's pet, 
rU be bound. Let us catch it, anyhows!" 
The man he called " Tom" ran before me, 
and the ruffian himself came behind me, and 
I was pinned between the two against the area 
rails. A good-natured cook looking out from 
her kitchen called out to the men, " Don't you 
hurt that 'ere pretty dog— don't now." " All 
right, mum," said the fellow, " it belongs to 
a gem'man as has sent us for it," — and the 
wretched scoundrel put a collar round my neck 
and tied a cord to it, and led me away. Of 



CONFESSIONS OF A LOST DOG. 49 

course I was frightened more than ever. How- 
ever, I knew I had a resource : I can always 
slip my collar when I please; my neck is so 
big and my head so small. So I walked on 
with the dog-stealers till we came to the door 
of a very ill-looking house, and there, before 
they could guess what I was at, I put forward 
my ears and went backward against the collar, 
and in a moment I was off, and scouring down 
the street as fast as three legs could carry me. 
But though I was glad to escape these 
wretches, whose very voices terrified me, and 
who smelt horribly of beer and tobacco, I 
almost thought afterwards I had better have 
gone with them and allowed them to sell me 
as a slave or kill nie for the sake of my coat. 
Never was there such misery of mind and 
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body as that of a Lost Dog ! I was dying of 
thirst, but could find no water anywhere in the 
dry and dusty streets. I was so tired I could 
hardly stir ; but whenever I stopped for a 
moment somebody stumbled over me and 
cursed and kicked me. Once a boy caught 
me, as I was looking wistfully down a street 
trying to see if I could recognise my way 
home, and he called two or three other boys, 
and they tied some dreadful thing to my tail, 
which frightened me more than all. I ran as 
hard as I could, with such strength as I had 
left, for I was all bruised with blows and weak 
with starvation ; but the boys hooted me on 
each side till they drove me into a comen I 
turned round, and looked at them so piteously, 
I thought they must have understood I was 
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begging for mercy ; but they all laughed, and 
threw sharp stones at me till I ran on 
again. 

At last they grew tired and left off; but I 
was almost dead with pain and terror. I saw 
a fountain near me, and limped to it, and 
crawled up the steps to lick the water which 
was trickling down, for my tongue was swollen 
with thirst. I am sure I meant no offence ; 
but a man who was standing by, and who 
looked almost like a gentleman, drove me away, 
remarking to a lady on his arm, " Did you see 
that dog? It looks dangerous!" Alas, alas! 
those cruel men first drive a poor animal to 
desperation, and then punish it because it is 
desperate. I laid myself down in utter despair 
near a poor old apple-woman, who looked 

D 2 
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too old and miserable herself to be cruel 
to anybody; and there exhausted, parched, 
Starved, and heart-broken, I hid my head 
under my tail, and shivered with fear and 
misery. 

Next morning I wok^ up more hungry than 
I had ever been in my life. The old apple- 
woman was eating a bit of dry bread for her 
breakfast, and I could not help looking at her 
piteously. "Ah, ye poor craytur, ye," said 
she, " it s little I can give ye ; but here it is, 
ye poor dumb baste! I can't see ye starve." 
The trust she gave me was the best I ever 
ate. I hope she understood, by my looks 
and the gentle way I took it, how obliged to 
her I felt. Then I managed in the early 
morning to get water from the drinking-foun* 
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tain before anybody saw me, and so started 
a little refreshed on my almost hopeless 
journey to find my home and my mistress in 
this great, cruel London. 

It would take too long to tell you all my 
adventures and sufferings during the following 
four or five days. Sometimes I got a little 
scrap of food by begging at the doors of con- 
fectioners' shops, but more often I was the 
whole day without anything beyond some bone 
in the streets. I was kicked and stoned till 
my whole body was bruised and two of my 
feet, a fore-foot and a hind-foot, lamed. My 
coat, once so rich and soft and clean, was 
grimed with dirt and mud; and, alas, full of 
Vermin too! I lost all pride, all heart, and 
almost all sense, and was every hour on the 



54 CONFESSIONS OF A LOST DOG, 

point of being run over by cabs and butchers' 
carts, being too blind and stupid to get out 
of the way. I had no friend in the world, 
and there was nothing for me to do but to 
die. Strange to say, the more wretched and 
terrified I looked, the more cruel grew the 
men and boys. Every one drove me away, 
and allowed me to rest nowhere. I often 
wanted to ask them what harm I had 
done, and to tell them I had never hurt 
anybody in all my life, and that I loved my 
mistress dearly, and had been a good dog 
always* But I could only look in their faces 
beseechingly, and they threw stones at me in 
reply. 

One day I could not stir another step. My 
feet were so sore, and I was so ill with star- 
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vation, that I lay down at the door of a book- 
seller's shop, and gave myself up to my fate. 
After I had been lying there a little time, 
and had had several kicks from passengers 
— kicks which I bore silently in despair, for 
I had not strength even to whine any more 
— ^a lady got out of a carriage and prepared 
to enter the shop. Seeing my lamentable 
state she stooped down and looked at me, 
and said, " Oh, you poor little doggie ! you 
must be a Los.t Dog!'* Then she called 
the mistress of the shop, and asked if she 
knew anything about me. 

" Yes, ma'am," the good woman said ; " it 
is a poor lost dog. I have, not had the 
heart to turn it away from the door. It 
seems in a sad state.'' 



56 CONFESSIONS OF A LOST DOG. ' 

Then the lady said to her servant, " Go 
and fetch me a bit of bread," and when the 
bread was brought she offered it to me. I 
tried to eat it to show my gratitude; but my 
mouth was so parched I could not, so I only 
made an effort to lick her hand. Then the 
lady patted me, though a little cautiously, lest 
I might be mad, and said to the shopkeeper, 
" I believe it wants water — will you kindly 
give me some for it ? " Oh, how glad I was of 
that nice bowFof clear water ! and how I drank, 
and drank, till the lady thought I should hurt 
myself! Then she said, " I am sorry I cannot 
take the poor animal to my house. I must 
send it to the Lost Dog's Home in HoUoway, 
I wonder where I shall find a boy to carry it 
forme." 
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At that moment a very odd-looking man 
came forward and spoke to her. He had 
something of the dress of a gentleman, but 
was threadbare and starved-looking. " I will 
take the dog, ma'am," he said, " if you please, 
and be thankful for the job." 

The lady said a little more, and then left 
some money with the shopkeeper for the man 
when he should return with the ticket from 
the Home, and then patted me again and told 
him to take me away. I was a little afraid 
to go with the man, still I felt faith in that 
good lady, and believed she would not do me 
any harm. So I was carried, without resistance 
on my part. Very thankful I was when I 

« 

found what sort of place this is, with a good 
kind keeper and enough of food and water — 
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and no boys. That was the great matter — no 
boys! I could sleep now in peace, and so I 
did, Cor nearly a day and a night together, and 
since then have been getting better, though I 
am very, very far from the state I was in when 
I lived in our own house with an attentive 
mistress. Yes, ladies and gentlemen, I have 
seen better days. It is sad to be a 
dependant on public charity after having had 
so happy a life as mine ; but I am very, very 
grateful to you, and to all subscribers to the 
Lost Dog s Home, — ^very grateful indeed : pray 
accept all our thanks. I have nothing mQj?e 
to tell ! 

« 4» « « 
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Wow ! WOW ! WOW ! Whose voice is that I 
hear ? Who calls for Hajjin ? Who do I see 
among the ladies and gentlemen ? It is my 
mistress ! my own dear old mistress come to 
look for me here ! Let me out ! Let me out ! 
— Here I am! Here I am! — I'm so glad! 
Let me out ! — Wow !-wow ! wough ! ! ! 



THE END. 
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